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SEPTEMBER, 1919 


SONG FOR SEPTEMBER 


IMELDA OcTAVIA SHANKLIN 


Sing a song of school days 
Tablet, desk and book ; 


Blackboard full of figures 
Ev 'rywhere you look. 


When the school year opens, 
All the children sing, 
Each one busy as a bee, 


Happy as a king. 


Dear READER: When you find a blue blank pasted on this page, you 
will know that it is time for you to renew your:‘subscription. 

I want to visit you every month, for I have many good things in store 
for you, but of course I cannot come if you do not send my traveling expenses. 
Please let me hear from you just as soon as you receive the notice. 


Yours in Love and Truth, 
‘WEE WISDOM, Tenth and Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 
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THE LITTLE GRAY HOUSE AT THE END OF 
THE LANE 


ELIZABETH E. PETTINGER 
Chapter III. 


S HOW ME where the purple pansy used to be last year, 


Pat. Poor, little, brave pansy! I’m so sorry it couldn’t 
have lasted just one more year, then I could have seen it. | 
have dreamed of those pansies in the old garden, Pat, 
when I was thousands of miles away, and now I’ve lost 
them!” 

“It was right here, beside the peony.’’ Patricia ran to the spot 
and searched among the grass. ““Oh, oh, oh, here it is! Here it is! 
Mrs.—Miss Fay, come quick, here it is, almost buried!” 

Fay hurried to the place, quite as excited as the little girl. 
““Where, where is it? Oh, then I didn’t come too late, after all! Oh, 
how glad I am, how glad I am!” 

Patricia looked into the gray lady’s eyes with something like 
reproach in her own. “It was nearly too late, Miss Fay. The yellow 
tulip was as sweet as the pansy, but it isn’t here now. Why didn’t you 
come sooner >” 

“Don’t waste time in regrets, Pat. Let’s save what’s left,’ and 
with eager fingers she began pulling away the grass and roots from 
around the purple pansy, while Pat, with a sharpened stick loosened 
the once mellow earth. The pansy stretched out its leaves, as though 
taking one good, deep breath of fresh air; stretched out its leaves, 
as though just unbound from prison chains. Fay took a deep breath 
herself, and stretching out her hands to the garden exclaimed, “I 
haven’t had as much excitement as that for a year! Pat, you little 
witch, what are you doing to me? The first thing I know you'll make 
me want to stay here in this sleepy old hole of a place!” 

“Oh, aren’t you going to stay? We'll all be so disappointed if 
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you go away again!”” The quick tears had rushed to Patricia’s eyes. 
To have the gray lady depart, seemed a thing too cruel, too dreadful 
to even think about. “If you go away, the garden will be more 
*scouraged than ever. Maybe you oughtn’t to have come back at all, 
if you aren’t going to stay.” 

Fay frowned at the child just as she had done at the teasing rose 
vine when it caught her hat; then she laughed, just as she had done 
before. “I believe you are my little child-self, and you want me to 
come back and be a child all over again, so you can have a playfellow. 
Oh Pat, you funny little gir—what would people think if I were to 
do as you wish? And what would I do all the days with nothing to 
do, and no place to go, and no one to see—why Pat, there isn’t a golf 
links within a million miles of here!” 

Patricia looked so puzzled that Fay laughed again, and just then 
a “tweet, tweet,” overhead, made them both look up. “It’s the little 
song sparrow,” said Patricia; “she has a nest in the lilac bushes, and 
her babies must be almost old enough to leave the nest. She’s been 
scolding them all morning because they’re so slow. She’s not afraid, 
and I know just where it is; shall we look at the nest?” 

“T know where it is, too.” Fay was all eagerness again. “‘It 
surely can’t be the same bird, and yet he looks the same and—”’ 

“It’s the mother bird here that’s calling; the father is over there on 
the fence, with his bill full of worms; that’s how I know the babies are 
still in the nest. Let’s look now!” 

Carefully, quietly, on tiptoes, they stole up to the lilac bushes; 
with gentle hands they parted the branches, and there before them 
was the nest! Four gray, little, half-feathered baby birds opened 
four enormous mouths. Then the branches closed over the nest, and 
the two girls stepped back, trembling with excitement, breathless with 
delight! 

“Wasn't it lovely, Pat! Oh, I never dreamed of such adven- 
tures when I came down here this morning! Just suppose I’d have 
gone through on the train this morning, and hadn’t stopped off to take 
a look at the old place—see what I’d have missed! Look at the 
cherries—big, juicy, lucious ones, and—I’ll dare you to climb the 
tree, Pat!” 

“T dare!’’ and away flew Patricia with Fay after her, both 
scrambling to swing themselves into the branches of the cherry tree 
which stretched out its fruit laden boughs so invitingly. Rip, rip, rip! 
It was the gray silk skirt split up the side, and the braid, caught on a 
twig, was torn quite off the hem. Fay frowned and Patricia looked 
anxious. 

“Will your mother scold?” asked Pat in a troubled tone. 


j 

+ 

a 

4 

4 

| 

9 

| 

a 


WEE WISDOM 3 
Fay laughed, then looked sober. “No, Pat; I never had any 
mother to scold me; at least, none that I can remember. I’ve torn my 
frocks a good many times on this tree, but this is the first time I really 
cared; I was always scolded by my old nurse, but I never cared,— 
but Pat, how can I ever travel in a dress that’s torn like this, and my 
trunk has gone on! What do you suppose I can do?” 

“Can’t you send for your trunk to come back?” suggested 
Patricia. ‘“You can take the boards off the door and live in the little 
gray house, until your trunk comes.” 

This time Fay did not laugh, but looked soberly at the child. 
“That is just what I'll do. It may be you Pat dear, or it may be 
myself, or it may be something else altogether different; but some- 
thing has decided that I’m to stay here for a little while, and I'll do 
it, just for fun!” (To be continued.) 


A HERO 
This must be a Booster Bov. 


Here’s a hand to the boy who has courage 
To do what he knows to be right; 
When he falls in the way of temptation 
He has a hard battle to fight. 
Who strives against self and his comrades, 
Will find a most powerful foe; 
All honor to him if he conquers, 
A cheer for the boy who says “No!” 
There’s many a battle fought daily 
The world knows nothing about; 
There’s many a brave little soldier 
Whose strength puts a legion to rout. 
And he who fights sin single-handed 
Is more of a hero, I say, 
Than he who leads soldiers to battle, 
And conquers by arms in the fray. 
Be steadfast, my boy, when you’re tempted, 
E’er do what you know to be right; 
Stand firm by the colors of manhood, 
And you will o’ercome in the fight. 
“The Right” be your battle-cry ever 
In waging the warfare of life; 
And God, knowing who are the heroes, 
Will give you the strength for the strife. 
—Selected. 


3 
i 
3 
4 
j 
4 
¢ 
4 
3 
ba 
j 
4 
4 
4 


4 WEE WISDOM 


the many other happy things that I am doing every day, 
to join my party of Wee Wisdom friends. Where do you 
|| want to walk this time? I am going to make a suggestion, 
and if you all vote for it, that is where we will go. 

There is much beautiful country around Kansas City, 
where Unity is located. Out in one of the most beautiful parts of this 
country, Unity bought a farm, where the workers can go and spend 
their vacations. Yes, and some of these times, we think there will be a 
large Unity Summer School out there. 

This is not just a level farm, where only grain grows, but parts 
of it are very rough, with great rocks, trees and canyons,—a very 
splendid place for a long hike. Now, do you choose this place for 
our walk? 

All right; we first get aboard the big automobile bus that runs 
quite close to Unity, and soon we find ourselves rolling swiftly along 
Kansas City’s fine boulevards, into the outskirts of the city, and finally 
into the winding rock road to the farm. The ride is so pleasant that the 
hour passes very quickly; we are surprised, and agreeably so, when the 
driver calls “Unity Farm!” 

What a scramble to get out, and what a joyous party we are! 
Down the long lane with tall hedge fence on each side, we go, and 
here we are at camp. Now let’s cook our lunch on this big fireplace 
(and, by the way, Peter Pan built this fireplace), and then after a 
good drink from the nearby spring, we will be off. 

We set about building a fire, cooking and eating, all the while 
having a regular picnic, yet rather anxious to explore the canyons. 

An hour finds us in the heart of the canyon; a very pleasant little 
stream trickles over the rocks, and the very tall trees shield us from the 
very warm sun, so much needed to develop and ripen the corn. 


N OW IT IS time for our September walk, so I am leaving 
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“O Peter Pan! what is that gray animal, just running into the 
hole under the large rock >” shouts Joe. With one accord we look and 
run in the direction Joe is pointing, and just in time to see a bundle of 
gray fur, followed by a short, rather bushy tail, mee or the 
rock. It was a woodchuck, 
and if we had seen the rest of 
him, he would have looked like 
this” 

This bit of excitement, 
though brief, makes us more 
alert; we are now keeping a 
keen watch for more of these 
queer little animals. 

“Peter Pan, what makes it so cool iw here,” asks Harold. 
I answer, “Look above you, and see if you can discover any reason.” 
And as we look, we find that we are under a thick clump of trees, so 
dense with foliage that no sunlight can get through. The ground is 
damp and bare, which is another reason for its being cool. 

“Peter Pan, why is the ground so bare?” asks Harry, for he lives 
in the city, and does not know much about growing things. 

“You see, it is this way; light is very necessary to make things 
grow. When the light is all shut out, the life in the seeds and roots does 
not grow. Nature is quite like we are. When we shut out the light 
of joy and happiness from our lives, the shade makes barren places in 
ourselves, and we do not grow into the very splendid people we 
should.” “‘What kind of trees are these, Peter Pan?” 

“Well, let’s see if we cannot find a way to tell. Each one of 

you find something from the tree, and when we get our specimens all 
together, we will see who can guess 
what kind of tree it is." So we scurry 
about, and soon there is a boy in nearly 
every limb of the tree. In a little while 
we are all back, and out of the collec- 
tion of things these are what we have: 
“‘An oak tree, of course,” comes 
from the lips of every one. 
To learn more about the oak tree, 
see how many things in your own home 
are made of oak; then look around in 
the stores, offices and shops you visit. Notice how different this wood 
is from the pine we studied last month. 

With this settled, we go to the far end of the canyon near the 
railroad track, where a lovely, cool pool invites us to swim. And such 
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aswim! It filled us with new energy. While we are getting back into 
our clothes, someone shouts, “I’m hungry!’’ A chorus of voices an- 
swer, “So am [!” 

We agree that wholesome exercise, good dispositions, and good 
bathing are just the kind of things that cause good appetites. Good 
appetites make good digestion, and good digestion, good health. 

To our amazement, we find that the afternoon has slipped away 
before we are aware of it, and it is now seven o'clock. 

By this time we are filing along a narrow path which is a short 
cut, back to camp. Here’ we are greeted by the shouts of a crowd 
of Unity workers, who have come out for the night. They have a 
tempting supper all ready, and invite us to join them. “Will we wait 
for a second invitation? I guess not!’’ We will even stay all night in 
a tent or cottage, having a grand rest in God’s fresh air, of which there 
is plenty for all. 

Early in the morning we are ready for our return to town; Harold 
shows the picture he made of Unity Farm; he will take it to his mother, 
and tell all about this outing. Here is the picture, and when you all 
0 to Kansas City again, would you like another visit to Unity 

arm ? 
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UP AND DOWN 
IMELDA OcTAVIA SHANKLIN 


AS SOME one told you that the children in China walk 
about with their heads hanging down from the earth, their 
feet up, touching the earth, like a fly’s feet take hold of the 

@ || ceiling of a room? If so, perhaps the children of China, 

JAX too, have heard a joke like that, only with them the joke 

|} would be on us, and they may have smiled to think of us 

as creeping around with our heads hanging away from the earth, our 
feet up, to catch hold, so that we would not fall off! 

The story would be as true of us as it is of them. But it is not 
true in China nor in this country, as you know, nor in any other land. 

Here is a good way in which to get an understanding of up and 
down. We will suspend a ball by a thread to a chandelier, clothes 
rack, or wall light. Then we will stick pins into the ball, putting them 
over all parts of its surface. 

Next, we will forget all about the thread that holds the ball, or if 
we cannot forget it all the time, we will pretend that it is not there. 
The ball will be the earth, and the pins will be people, standing on the 
earth. Their heads are up, their feet are down. They may be study- 
ing the stars, and that is why they are so still that they seem to be 
fastened to the ground. 

By examining the sketch, we notice that the artist has done better 
than tying a ball to a chandelier with a thread. The illustration shows 
that up means away from the earth, and that down means toward the 
earth. With the ball and thread, we may think of the ceiling as being 
up, and the floor as being down. If we were in the basement, the ceil- 
ing and the floor of the room would both be up. If we were on the 
roof of the house, they would both be down. When we look at the 
arrows, we see that up always means away from the earth, and that 
down always means toward the earth, and even into the earth. For 
down runs to the very center of the earth. 
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So we walk with our heads up, toward the sky, and our feet 
down, pressing toward the center of the earth. 

While we are asleep in our beds at night, the children of China 
are playing. We have whirled with the earth, from the sunlight of 
day into the shadow of night. The children on the other side of the 


= 


earth have whirled out of the shadow of night, into the sunlight of day. 

Let us again look at the illustration. The arrows that point their 
heads up we will call children, trees and flowers—heads up, on all 
parts of the earth. 

Now we will look at the arrows that point their heads down, 
toward the earth. If we try to think of them as being children, trees 
and flowers—well, it just makes us laugh! 

We say that the stars are up in the sky. The “up” arrows of 
our illustration point toward the stars. For up is all around our earth, 
as we see by looking at the ball which we have suspended by the string. 


Speak gently! ‘tis a little thing, 
Dropped in the heart’s deep well; 
The good, the joy, that it may bring, 
Eternity shall tell. —D. Bates. 
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THE QUILT 


The first thing that we will make for dolly is a quilt. It can 
be made of small pieces of cloth. 


First, cut out the patterns. Cut li, 
right in the dotted lines. Now, “4 
pin the pattern on the cloth, and 
cut evenly along the edge of the 
pattern. Use light colored cloth 
for the center square, and the 
dark for the points which are 
sewed around it. This will 


give contrast, and make pretty 
blocks. 


OX. 


“Lee 


lh Joining the pieces: Place a point 
Mi on the square, so that the notches ex- 
actly match; be careful to have the 
right sides of the pieces come together. 
Now baste the pieces in place, until 
you sew them firmly with the running 
stitch, which is the same as the basting 
stitch, only ever so much shorter. We 


will learn these two stitches together, 


because they are so much alike. 
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Holding the work: Hold the work with the thumb and fore- 
finger of the left hand, putting in the needle with the right hand. Take 
two or three stitches on the needle at a time, continue running and 
spacing the stitches evenly, drawing the thread upwards toward the 
right shoulder. Do not draw the thread too tight, but let it lie 


smoothly. At the end of the seam, take two stitches, one over the 
other, to make it secure, so that the seam will not rip. 
When the seam is sewed, press it open. See the sketch. 


WHAT LITTLE JACK SAW AT GRANDMA'S 


“Jack Frost’ was visiting his grandmother in the country for the 
first time. He knew, of course, all about roosters—how they crowed 
and strutted around, but no one had ever told him that there was such 
a thing as a crowing hen, so when he met one in the barnyard he 
scarcely knew what to think. He went running in to grandmother, 
his eyes as big as saucers. 

“Grandma,” he said, “‘there’s a rooster there in the yard all 
dressed up like a hen, but I know it’s a rooster, ‘cause he’s crowin’.”” 
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OUR YOUNG AUTHORS DEPARTMENT 


Here’s a splendid surprise for our young authors—a department 
all their very own! And on the door is the sign—‘‘Grown-ups Not Ad- 
mitted.” You see, at times there comes to all of us the desire to put into 
expression some of the wonderful things God is revealing to us in var- 
lous ways—in nature, in our fellow men, and in fellow creatures, and 
because we have had some excellent stories, poems and essays in past 


numbers, ye Editor thought it would be a good idea to open a regular 
department. 


There are so many things to write about that you will not need 
to be given subjects. We want our writings to be quite original. Tell 
us the beautiful secrets the birds and the trees and the babbling brooks 
have to tell you; write about the habits of your little four-legged 
friends. If you live in the mountains, write little stories of mountain life; 
if you live by the water, think how interesting the secrets of the great 
ocean would be to boys and girls who live inland and have never 
seen a large body of water. 


Then there are the stories our demonstrations of Truth suggest to 
us—stories of how we use our blessed knowledge every day, and with 
what wonderful results. Some of you may choose to write poetry, or 


essays, but in any case, let the Genius in you express in its own true 
fashion. 


Of course all authors are very careful of their spelling and punc- 
tuation, etc., and when you are not sure about these things the grown- 
ups will be aled to help you. Write only on one side of your paper, and 
make your work neat. 


There are many good writers among our Boosters, and we expect 
to receive some good work. Let this thought be with you: 


“The mind of God knows in me, and it expresses its knowledge 
through me.” 


Remember, there is no one else who can tell these things just as 
vou can, so write them all as the “‘little know” in you dictates, and they 
will be beautiful and true. We can publish only the best, so put your 
best efforts into your work. If you will send your name and address 
with your article we will write you a letter if we do not use it, telling 
you why, and giving you some suggestions about your writing. 


All letters, stories, etc., meant for this department should be ad- 
dressed to 


Editor Young Authors Department, 
WEE WISDOM. 
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THE ANGEL OF LIGHT 
By IoNA BrobBEckK, 13 years 


Mr. and Mrs. O’Neal had no children, and they were very lone- 
ly. One day they found Nellie Grey in an orphan asylum, the only 
home she had ever known. She was not happy, so Mr. and Mrs. 
O’Neal adopted her. 

Nellie was a pretty child with blue eyes and golden hair; but 
she was lame. 

She had nothing to do at her new home but sit in her wheel 
chair; at the orphan asylum she often had to work. She now spent 
the most of her time in the sunny south window of her home. Mrs. 
O’Neal was rich, and had a great deal of company; she did the most 
of her entertaining in the garden. 

Nellie’s window faced this garden, and she amused herself by 
watching the different people who came to call. There was one lady 
in particular whom she always liked to see, and Nellie’s special name 
for her was “‘the nice lady.” Every afternoon “‘the nice lady” would 
visit Mrs. O’Neal, and Nellie soon learned that her name was Miss 
Jackson. 

One day Nellie was taken to a great specialist, who made an 
examination, but sadly shook his head as he answered, “She can’t be 
cured.” 

When Miss Jackson came to call that day she found Mrs. 
O’Neal in the garden, crying. The cause of the tears was explained 
and they had a long talk together. Mrs. O’Neal repeated the phy- 
sician’s words, but Miss Jackson seemed to think them not so important. 

“There is not a bit of truth in those words, Mrs. O’Neal,” she said; 
“T know some one who can cure her.” 

“Who is it? I will pay a million dollars to anyone who will 
cure her,” said Mrs. O’Neal. 

““You do not need money to have her cured, Mrs. O’Neal,”’ re- 
plied Miss Jackson. “God will cure her. You will need love and 
faith.” 

Mr. and Mrs. O’Neal went with Miss Jackson to the Truth 
Center, and there they learned about the healing power of God. Every 
night afterwards, at nine o’clock when the sandman had put Nellie to 
sleep, the O’Neals could be found in the living room, keeping the 
silence. It was so still you could hear a pin drop. They were pray- 
ing for Nellie. 

One night, two weeks later, Nellie couldn’t go to sleep. ““Oh, I 
wish I could walk like other girls,” she thought. 

Suddenly overhead a light appeared. Then into the light came 
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WEE WISDOM 13 
the face of an angel; closer observation revealed the features of “the 
nice lady.” ‘The angel’s lips began to move, and Nellie heard the 
words, “You can walk; try it.” 

The face faded away, as Nellie sat up in bed. She wanted to 
walk but was afraid to try. Again she heard the voice saying, “Go 
on! Go on!” 

She stood up and walked to the door, and out into the hall, and 
then to the head of the stairs. 

Mr. and Mrs. O’Neal were coming up stairs, and when they 
saw her they fell on their knees, giving thanks to God. Ever after 
that, Nellie called Miss Jackson her “Angel of Light.” 


A HAPPY BIRTHDAY 
MERLE SCHEPPEGRELL 


““Happy birthday, happy birthday,” resounded throughout the 
library as Baby Bess came skipping into the room. Mamma caught 
her up and kissed her seven times. Papa handed her seven bright, shiny 
dimes. Brother Ben slapped her seven times, but the slaps were only 
playful love-taps. 

“Well, well,” cried papa, “what a big girl I have! you'll be 
catching up to mamma soon!” 

Baby Bess sat down primly and quite importantly, and began to 
untie gaily colored parcels. There were books, a new doll, a little 
bank that jingled interestingly when shaken, and a sewing basket 
filled with pretty cloth to make the new dolly another dress. 

“Oh, what a lot of pretty things!’” Bess exclaimed, over and 
over, her eyes widening as she saw the contents of each bundle. 

“But ‘ook!’ called mamma holding up an armful of books, “here 
is my present.” 

“Wee Wisdom’s Way,” “Sir Smile-Ups,” “Wee Wisdom,” 
read Bess. “Why, mamma, they’re what I wanted most of all.” 

She took the books and sat down to amuse herself with her new 
toys. 

Bess played with her toys all day, till mamma called. It did 
not take long to dress, so soon she was standing before a long mirror 
criticising the pretty new frock mamma had bought her. 

Mamma took Bess’s hand and led her down to the living room. 
There were all of Bess’s friends, and when she entered everyone cried, 

“Happy birthday! WHlurrah for Bess.” 

Bess enthusiastically returned their merry greeting, and then the 
fun began. Games were played until there were no more to play. 
All were wondering what they: should do next, when into the room 
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came a tiny baby representing Cupid. He led the children to the 
dining room, and then there was more fun. Motto-crackers were 
cracked, and conundrums were guessed, while the merry children ate 
cake, ice cream and candies. 

The sun, too, was calling “goodnight,” when twelve sauiile little 
revelers called “goodnight,” to. Baby Bess, who snuggled up to 
mamma, and said, 

“T guess birthdays are awful nice things to have, mamma. Let’s 
have another one soon.” 


HE AND HIMSELF 
THomas J. BROMELING 


Once upon a time there was a goblin whose name was He-and- 
Himself. Of course this was a funny name, but all goblins have funny 
names. 

One day as this. goblin was walking, or rather strolling around, 
he saw under a bush, a tiny little bird with a broken wing. 

Now this was a good goblin who always wanted to be kind, es- 
pecially to little birds. Of course the bird didn’t know this, so it was 
frightened. 

“T won’t hurt you,” said the little goblin in a sweet voice. “I just 
want to take you home and mend your wing.” 

When the bird saw he meant no harm, it gladly consented. So 
the goblin took it home and bandaged the wing, and it was soon well 
again. 

One day after the goblin had taken off the bandage, the bird 
said, ““You have been very kind to me, and any time that I can help 
you, let me know.” 

The goblin had no thought the bird could ever do any thing for 
him, but didn’t say so. 

Now the bird was not a forest bird, as you may suppose; he 
was the pet of a rich man. One day, as the bird was taking an airing, 
the goblin was also taking a walk in the rich man’s yard and fell into 
a hole. The bird came along and chirped to its master and finally 
made him understand. 

~ They got the goblin out, and all have been friends ever since. In 
this way came the saying, “Sometimes small people do big things.” 


A PLEASANT WALK 
By RoBert PEEL, Age 9 


“Come; ‘Arthur,’ ’ said mother, “we'll have a nice long walk.” 
“Oh, goody!” cried Arthur, “‘I’ll be there in a minute!” 
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WEE WISDOM 15 
Arthur and his mother went out of the neat little cottage covered 
with Virginia-creeper and shaded from the sun by the big maples. 
Along the roadside grew beautiful roses, violets and daisies, nodding 
their heads as a slight breeze blew. 

“Mother,” asked Arthur, “‘aren’t you glad you were born in this 
world?” 

“T am very glad, indeed,” she answered. 

They walked on in silence for some time, when suddenly Arthur 
asked, “Is it wrong to think about dress>” 

“God made this beautiful world, and he wants us to help keep 
it beautiful,” said his mother. 

Just then they saw two boys hunting birds. Mother went up to 
them and said, “God has made these innocent birds to help make the 
world brighter and to bring joy to those who hear them.” 

The boys lookéd shamefaced and walked away. 

Then a flock of woolly sheep ran past. ‘‘Mother, isn’t it wicked 
to kill those lovely sheep?” asked Arthur. “I don’t know how people 
could eat them, if they saw them being killed.” 

“Tt is too bad, son;”’ said mother, “and people could do without 
that, and would be much better off. It looks as if we are going to 
have a shower, so we'll go home now.” 


And Arthur declared that he had a most lovely walk. 


THE RAIN COACH 


[A little song ‘“‘Merry Mary”’ loved to sing when a Wee] 


Some little drops of water, 
Whose home was in the sea, 

To go upon a journey 

_ Once happened to agree. 

A cloud they had for carriage, 
Their horse a playful breeze, 

And over land and country 
They rode at perfect ease. 


But, oh! there were so many, 

At last the carriage broke, 
And to the ground came tumbling 
These frightened little folk. 
And through the grassy meadows 
They were compelled to roam 
Until a brooklet found them, 
And carried them all home. 


LOOKING 


Imelda Octavia Shanklin. 


I have an honest looking glass 

Which shows me all the things that pass 
Inside my room, and out; 

The people moving on the road, 


The dappled horses with their load, 
And birds that fly about. 
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The ships that trail a fleecy wake 
As they sail into port. 

And it reflects the autumn gale 

In bending frosted flowers pale 
And tossing leaves in sport. 


) 


These things I see in broad daylight; 
But when the lamps are quenched at night 
And I am in my bed, 
Another mirror brings to view 
The things I see, the things I do, 
And all that I have said. 
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Sometimes, because | play alone, 
I play I havea telephone, 
To talk with friends away. 
My cunning puppy romps with me; 
My dolls are good as good can be; 
My pretty goldfish play. 


My mother holds me in her lap 
Before I take my daytime nap, 
And all the world is kind. 
She tells me that these pleasant things 
Which float like fairies on bright wings, 


Are mirrors of the mind. 
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And mother says if | am good 

And always do the things I should, 
That I shall ever see 

Within the mirror of my thought 

The deeds and looks by kindness brought, 


For happiness to me. 


So I shall try. from day to day 

To kindly think and kindly say 
And doa kindly part; 

And if I sleep or if 1 wake 

But kindly pictures I will make 
Upon my kindly heart. 


. 

4 \ AQ 

SS, 

ait to \ 

= 
| Az 

5 
| 
7 

| 

ix 

Ol 

o 
2 SN 


WEE WISDOM 


ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

ema three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak 
no evil. 


Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo 


Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month before the 
date of issue. 


Back to school! Doesn’t it seem great to see all the schoolmates 
again after the vacation! Of course you don’t have the freedom of 
vacation, but then one can’t just run wild all the time. The studies 
make us stronger so that we may be great men and women in the 
world when we grow up. Life is not made up of studies but the studies 
you do now make the road easier when you grow up. Every Booster 
should pay attention to his school work and know that God is his wis- 
dom and that the lessons are not hard. After a while you will not 
mind studies any more than you mind sleeping or eating. Let’s all 
play the study game; it makes work so much easier. RoyYAL. 


West Branch, Mich. 

Dear Mr. Royal—We had the last lesson from the July Wee Wis- 
dom down in the park Sunday, and we talked about its being the last one 
in the small Wee Wisdom. A dear old lady that mother has been treating 
for deafness came up yesterday and said that she now hears better out of 
the ear that was the worst than she does out of the other one, so you see 
she is progressing. Virginia also had a fine demonstration the other day. 
She accidentally poured boiling water over three fingers, but she wrapped 
them up and spoke words of Truth to them, and in a little while the pain 
was all gone and they were hardly discolored. Mother has Visioned Unity 
as a large place and she says that the new buildings you are putting up are 
just the beginning of what you will have to build because you are to be a 
mighty power for good in the world, and people are going to come to you 
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from the very ends of the earth, in search of help and instruction. I wish 
we had money to send to help put up the buildings, and I also wish I were 
there working where I could see the buildings. Goodbye, 

Earnest Baltzell, 1. H. S. Club. 


Surely our Earnest is an earnest boy and we trust he will earnestly 
set to work to make affirmations of his wishes, for then they will “come 


true.” We affirm for him that his desires are all fulfilled. 


San Pedro, Lula, Hondura. 
Dear Mr. Royal—I have not written you for a long time. Perhaps 
you remember a little story in the Kansas City Star, “The Autobiography 
of a Snow Man,” which I wrote. I wish I had known about the Boosters 
when I lived in Kansas City, for then I might have begun earlier to prac- 
tice the Truth. I wish all the Boosters might be here with us, bathing in 
the river that runs just in front of my house, and swinging under the great 
trees that grow near. ‘There are really only two seasons here, winter and 
summer. All the year round there are beautiful bushes with many colored 
and curious shaped leaves. Some are red and yellow, others red and 
black, and so on. With loving and prosperous thought to the Boosters, | 

remain, Melita Fuentes Ramos. 
P. S.—Perhaps you do not know it, but there are some Boosters 
here in far off Hondura, that sure do boost. They are Samuel, Hector, 

Sara, Leonor, Raquel, Vincent, Melita and Albert Fuentes Ramos. 


Melita sends a lovely little story, but we are holding it for it is a 
Spring story. We are glad to hear from her and these other far-away 
friends, though we know there is no separation in spirit, and trust she 
will tell us some more about her beautiful country. 


West Ft. Lee, N. J. 

Dear Wee Wisdom and all its loving Boosters—Prepare to receive an 
old-new Booster. I’m old in that I have been reading you for a long time, 
but new in that I have never joined the Boosters. For the last ten years [ 
have traveled over this beautiful continent with my father and mother, doing 
dramatic sketches in vaudeville and also with Dramatic Stock Companys. 
Imagine the opportunity of distributing Truth in thirty-five states! People 
just seem to walk into our path in search of it. We meet them on trains and 
we have given much literature to traveling salesmen who just seem to crave 
it. We meet people in hotels, on the street, in the theaters and everywhere, 
and it is wonderful how many really want to know the Truth. At present 
we are located in West Fort Lee right among the Motion Picture studios. 
My father and I are working and I intend to put my soul into the work 
and make it one that will carry a message to all those hungering and 
thirsting after righteousness. My mother and I are writing scenarios in 
which we infuse the teachings of Truth. Attention, Boosters! Hold the 
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thought with us, please, that our words shall not return unto us void, but 
shall accomplish that whereunto they are sent. Thanks! I know we will 
succeed. I go to a little M. E. Church here and intend to start a Booster 
Club. I will not send for a pin now, but will wait and send for the entire 
Club. Knowing that God’s richest blessings flow upon you, I am your 
loving Booster, Miami Campbell. 


Miami adds a P. S. and says she would like to hear from some of 
the Boosters, and if this is a sample of the letters she writes, we are 
sure you would all enjoy corresponding with her. 


Belle Rive, Ill. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am glad to make your acquaintance, and I 
am sure we shall be very good friends. My dear grandmother sent you 
to me on my tenth birthday, and I love you very much already. I know 
your presence has made me a better girl. I want to join the Booster Club 
and am sending now for a pin. I shall also pay your traveling expenses to 
the home of another little girl My mother enjoys your visit very much 


also. Helen Shrader. 


Wee Wisdom is glad to welcome you among her Boosters, 
Helen, and she loves you quite as much as you love her. 


Riverton, Wyo. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou visit our home every month and I can 
hardly wait for the days to pass, I am so eager to see you each time. I 
am so glad for the larger Wee Wisdom. I wish there was a Booster Club 
here that I could belong to, for I do so want to help bring sunshine to the 
dark corners of the world. One day I got my feet wet, and the next day 
one of my tonsils was terribly swollen. I was at my aunt’s home that day, 
and she said, “If you were my daughter I would have those tonsils taken 
out.” I told her that God was my life and no one else could heal me. The 
next day my throat was all right, and mamma told me that only showed 
what God could do. Then she told me that she and papa had prayed 
that night for me. I am so glad, because now I know how God can heal 
us in a short time if we only have faith. Lovingly a Booster, 
V elma Megown. 


Splendid, Velma! It surely pays to stand by our faith. 


Syracuse, N. H. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—l like you in your new dress. I am very glad 
for Peter Pan, and I am glad, too, that he will be with us every month. I 
am going to make a chain some time. I will be glad when school begins. 
I can find only five fruits on the Tree of Life, and am eager to know what 
the rest are. I should like to hear from some of the Boosters. My address 


is 200 Bellevue Ave. Love to you all, Esther Atwood. 
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See the Puzzle Page for the other fruits and their location, 
Esther. 


Roland Park, Md. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou arrived early this month and I am much 
pleased with you. I am taking music lessons and my first piece was “A 
Wee Storm,” and it is as pretty as Wee Wisdom. I am memorizing the little 
poem, “July.” I expect to get a pony this week and I am going to call it 
“Wee.” With lots of love, Myrtle Steck. 


We will expect some interesting letters from Myrtle and Curtis 
concerning “Wee” and “Peanuts.” 


Arcata, Cal. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou have visited me four times since I moved 
from Engelmine here. I do love you, and wait as patiently as possible for 
your arrival every month. I have made many lovely friends through your 
pages. They are Mrs. L. B. Swaim, Mary B. de Witt, Florence and 
Virgie Wager, Harriet Eells (most all the Wees know her. She is just a 
little sunshine maker and I love her) Agnes Turner, Gladys and Agnes 
Holst, Opal Ringnell, Merle Scheppegrell and Bessie Hayes. I know 
Laura Slaght personally. It was through her that I came to know Wee 
Wisdom. Laura and I started a club together. We also started a Good 
Words Club at Engelmine, and it is getting along just fine now. I believe 
we had nine members but they must have more by now. I hope Laura will 
continue her good work and keep up the club as there are so many interested 
in that good work. Won't some of the Boosters correspond with my niece ? 
Her address is: Matilda Dudal, R. F. D., Box 119, Arcata, Cal. She 
has just received her Booster pin and is delighted with it. We have a new 
calf. It is only a few days old, and coal black. My! it is so cute. With 
love to all the Wees, Marjorie L. Clary. 


Marjorie has surely made many good friends among the Boost- 
ers, and we can read between the lines of her letter and tell just what 
a lovely Booster she is herself. 


Ardmore, Okla. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Great, big, wonderful Wee Wisdom! The 
first thing I do when you arrive is to sit right down and read you through. 
I love your stories and poems and Booster letters. 1 am not a Booster, but 
I now ask Mr. Royal to put my name on the roll. I have been trying to 
find the fruits in the Tree of Life, but have only found Truth, Wisdom, 
Harmony, Faith and Peace. I am always glad when I come to Blanche’s 
Corner. I like Peter Pan, too. Ardmore is a nice city. Are there any 
Boosters here? Some of us have formed a club here and we wish the Boost- 
ers to suggest a name for it. I take and give music lessons, though | am only 
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eleven years old. I am awfully proud of big Wee Wisdom. Lovingly, 
: Sudie Roland. 


Sudie lives at 617 5th Ave. S. E. If there are any Boosters in 


Ardmore, will they please communicate with her? 


Lower Lake, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Will you admit a girl of sixteen to your Booster 
Club? If you will I will try to be a good Booster. I would like to hear 
from some of the Boosters. It is so hot here that everything is drying up—- 
all the pretty flowers are gone, and how we do miss them. Wouldn’t it be 
nice if the Boosters in each state would get together and form a band to 
find the “shut-ins” in their own cities and visit them each month with a 
letter and a little love-gift of some kind. This would be radiating sunshine. 
I will be glad to see Wee Wisdom in her new dress. I am sending you a 

love offering. Lovingly your friend, Emma V anoni. 


We bless the offering Emma sends and know that it shall return 
to her with increase, because of the loving thought which prompted it. 
Let us all help her to know that the showers of blessing shall quench 
the thirst of the flowers and crops, and restore them. Her suggestion 
of helping the shut-ins would be a good one to follow. 


Trenton, Mo. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am glad to help the puzzle lady with the 
puzzle page, and am enclosing a list of puzzles which I hope she can use. 
It is hot and dry here, but we are praying for rain which we know will 
come in time to save the crops. I would like to hear from some of the 
Boosters. My address is 1825 E. 9th St. Waiting patiently for the next 
Wee Wisdom, I am Helen Packer. 


The puzzle lady is most grateful to you, Helen, and assures you 
that your puzzles are very acceptable and will be filed for use in the 
near future. 


Los Gatos, Cal. 

_Dear Wees and Royal—I can’t tell you how glad I was to see you 
this month. I wish I had been at the party, but any way I received an 
account of all that went on, and saw Wee Wisdom’s party dress. The 
letters are so interesting; I wish there could be more. It seems to me that 
Wee Wisdom is the best Booster of all, and we are all trying faithfully to 
follow the lessons she teaches us. I am glad my last letter was interesting, 
because there’s hardly anything at all to write about just now. The sum- 
mer has just flown. My birthday has come and gone and I am now in my 
“teens.” I have made a number of friends through our little magazine. 
Royal, I love your little notes as the preface of the Booster Department; 
please always put them in. You are a real host at all our parties. This 
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morning when | got up and looked out my window, the valley was beau- 
tiful. I could see the slope just beyond our place (Hillside) and the moun- 
tain in the distance. It was half covered with beautiful misty fog. The 
sun came up and played hide-and-seek in the crevices of a nearer mountain. 
The surroundings are beautiful, and I can’t describe to you this early 
morning scene. Your ever-loving Wee, Harriet Eells. 


You have heard of making people’s mouths water, haven’t you 
Harriet? Well, you almost make our eyes water for a glimpse of 
those beautiful valleys and mountains you describe. 


Pendleton, Ore. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—You have been visiting me since I was four 
years young, and the 23d of this month I will be eleven, and I really feel 
that I couldn’t get along without you. I am eager to see your new dress, 
and am sending your traveling expenses for another year. My home is in 
the famous Round Up City, away out in the wild and wooly west among 
the Indians, cowboys and coyotes. However we scarcely ever see a 
coyote except when visiting out at grandpa’s farm, and the cowboys are 
riding the ranges except during the week of the big Round Up, and the 
Indians all seem to have been bitten by the buzz-bug and seem to have little 
time for anything except riding around in their fine, big cars. This is not 
such a bad place as some of the movies make it out to be, and no matter 
where I am, I am always well and happy, for I never forget that God's 
Love and Truth are everywhere. With love to all the Boosters, 
Maurine Akers. 


Maurine’s letter reminds ““Merry Mary” of a time two years ago 
when she spent a day in Pendleton, Oregon, seeing the Round Up. 
She agrees with Maurine that Pendleton is wild and wooly, but it is a 
very beautiful place as well. 


Asta Ejinarson, Point Roberts, Wash., says she is very much 
puzzled over the puzzle page. Good, Asta! The Puzzle Page was 
meant to be a puzzler. | 

Violet Gredde, Los Angeles, Cal., writes that she is much 
pleased with the puzzle page, and says she found all the fruits of the 
Tree of Life, although Love and Joy were not so easy to find. 

John Rosencrantz, Cranford, N. J., writes that he and his 
brother Donald are boosting the good by helping mother in every way 
they can. 

Alice J. Greenslade, Undercliffe, Colo., writes about her pets on 
the farm. She also would like to correspond with some of the Boost- 
ers. She only gives Undercliffe, Colo., as her address. 

We have a letter from Esther Hummel, who is president of a 
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club in Santa Rosa, Cal. Their rules are that no living thing shall be 
killed or caged, and we think this is a splendid thing. 

H. Raymond Fewell, of Marseilles, Ill., says he has proven that 
God is his health, and he intends always to be loyal to the Truth. 
This report makes us very glad. 

Edna Podesta is having a lovely time on a farm in Pennsylvania, 
where she expects to stay until Labor Day. Her uncle has returned 
from France where he served for a year. 

Stella Todd, St. Francis, Kansas, writes to tell us that since she 
knows the Truth she is never sick any more. 

Good letters are also received from Robert and Irene Parker, 
telling of their demonstrations and how they have helped others. 

Boosters, meet Dorothy Mabel Allen, of Joplin, Mo. Dorothy 
is anew member so let us give her a hearty welcome. 

Ruth H. Davis, of St. Paul, Minn., writes to ask if she is old 
enough to start a Booster Club. Indeed you are, Ruth. She also 
sends a little story, ““ The Twin Sisters,” which she has written herself. 

Mrs. James Rumley, Lancaster, N. Y., sends an offering for 
which she has our sincere thanks. 

Melva Fowler, Box 454, Sparks, Nevada, would like to hear 
from some of the Boosters. 

Mabel Walz, of Brooklyn, N. Y., writes that she enjoys Wee 
Wisdom very much and reads it to her grandmother every month. 

There was a good letter from Elmer Merle Scheppegrell, which 
in some way was crowded out of the Birthday number. Since it was 
mostly a birthday letter we will not publish it this time, but we were 
very glad to receive it just the same. She also sent an offering, for 
which we thank her. 

Margaret Wellingford, East Bakersfield, Cal., sends for a pin 
and tells us how she enjoys Wee Wisdom. 

A good letter from Iona Brodbeck, St. Louis, Mo., tells how 
she and her brother have used the daily statements in Weekly Unity 
and improved in their school work. She would be glad to hear from 
any of the Boosters. Her address is 4029A McPherson Ave. 

Lizzie Mitchell, of Sharon, Conn., asks us to join her in holding 
strong thoughts of life and health for her father. Let us know for 


him that— 
“God is his health, he can’t be sick, 
God is his strength, unfailing quick.” 

Judith and Carrie Wallen, of State College, New Mexico, come 
to join the Boosters this month. They:want to know if the Boosters in 
that place or Las Cruces, New Mexico, will communicate with them 
in order that they may become acquainted. 
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Wallace Scott, of Butte, Montana, writes that he likes Wee 
Wisdom very much and wants to become a Booster. 

Edith Kelsey, New York City, writes to tell us that she enjoys 
the visits of Wee Wisdom very much. 

Katie Brand, of Rockford, IIl., is evidently boosting the Boosters 
for she writes to say that her friend will soon join. 

Margaret Borden, Montgomery, Alabama, inquires about join- 
ing the Boosters and buying a pin. All that is necessary to become a 
Booster is a willingness to follow the aims and purposes of the Club. 
The pins are fifteen cents each, and may be ordered from the Pub- 
lishing Department of Unity. 

Bert Can Quilecom writes us from Western Australia to tell us 
that he enjoys Wee Wisdom. He is in the first grade, but he writes 
as plain as anything. 


STRATEGIC 


Whenever I am playing and I want to rest a bit, 
I can’t lie down a minute, or even stop to sit, 
But I hear a Grown-up say: 
“You're tired out at play! 
Come! Lay aside your little toys—they’ll do another day.” 


And so I have decided that I really can’t afford 
To have ’em find me resting of my very own accord, 
"Cause some one comes along 
Who says, “You are not strong— 
You hadn’t oughta play so hard, it certainly is wrong.” 
That’s why I keep a-skipping and a-running in and out 
Until I’m really positive no Grown-ups are about; 
And then I slip away 
Just a minute from my play 
And rest as hard as possible to last me through the day. 
—Burges Johnson. 


Now the cool breeze of September, 
Tells us that the fall is here. 
There’s a hurry and a bustle 
In the very atmosphere. 


Where does all that laughter come from ? 
Why the school-yard over there. 

Bless your heart, if it’s not school time! 
So that’s what is in the air. 
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Lesson 23, SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 7, 1919. - 
THE KINGDOM OF GOD.—Matt. 13:31-33, 44-50. 

GoLDEN TExtT—Seek ve first his kingdom and his righteousness. 

—Matt. 6:33. 
(Tell the children the story of the lesson.) 

What a wonderful lesson this is about the kingdom of heaven! 
The very first thing we should learn about this wonderful kingdom is 
that it is not a place or locality, but a condition of mind. Never did 
Jesus Christ teach that heaven was a distant heavenly realm where 
people are taken when they die, but always he taught that it is a 
realm of peace and love and harmony, which we may find and enter 
into here and now. We should bend all our energies to finding this 
kingdom, for when we have found it there will no longer be any need 
to seek things, for “‘all these things shall be added.” Sounds like 
magic, doesn’t it? Well, it is; it is the Magic of Truth. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

What is the kingdom of heaven? The kingdom of heaven is the 
realm of peace, harmony and love. 

Where is it located? Jesus said, “The kingdom of heaven is 
within you,” but it is also round about us—omnipresent. 

What is the result of seeking the kingdom of God and his right- 
eousness? All good things are added. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssON—/ have found the 
kingdom of God, and his righteousness is established within me. 


Lesson 24, SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 14, 1919. 
THE FUTURE LIFE.—Matt. 25 :31-46. 
GOLDEN TEXT—For we must all be made manifest before the 
judgment-seat of Christ.—II Cor. 5:10. 
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(Tell the children the story of the lesson.) 

We learn in this lesson that we serve the Father with every kindly 
act and every loving service we render. We should recognize the 
Christ in every needy brother, and seek to minister to that Spirit al- 
ways. It may be that we give only a cup of cold water, but if we 
give it in the name of the Christ, we are serving him. It is the spirit 
we put into the thing we do that counts. We read in this lesson that 
those who gave food and drink and clothing to the needy, were not 
working for personal glory or recompense, but for a brother in distress, 
hence the words of the Master: “Verily I say unto you, Inasmuch as 
ye did it unto one of these my brethren, even these least, ye did it 
unto me.” 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Tell in your own words how you are serving Christ by minister- 
ing to the needy ones about you. 
Tell the various opportunities you have for serving Christ every 


day. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsSON—“‘/ seek to serve.” 


Lesson 25, SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 21, 1919. 
THE HOLY SCRIPTURES.—Psalm 19:7-14; II Tim. 3:14-17. 
GoLDEN TExT—Thy word is a lamp unto my feet, and light 
unto my path—Psalm 119:105. 
(Tell the children the story of the lesson.) 

Our lesson today is about the Holy Scriptures, but that does not 
mean the Bible alone—it means the Word of God which is given us 
in the Silence; it means the Law of God which we are to follow and 
obey. We must remember that religion did not come out of the Bible, 
but the Bible has come out of religion. The same Spirit who inspired 
the writers of this Book will inspire us if we are open and receptive to 
it. This inspiration will rejoice the heart, restore the soul and enlighten 
the eyes. It is more desirable than gold and sweeter than honey and 
the droppings from the honeycomb. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

How do we understand the Scriptures? By asking the Spirit to 
reveal their inner meaning to us. 

What benefits will come from knowing the inner meaning of the 
Scriptures? We will know how to keep the Law as Jesus Christ did, 
and do his mighty works. 

How do we receive the Word of God? In the Silence. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsSSON—/ open my mind to 
the inspiration of the Almighty. 
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Lesson 26, SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 28, 1919. 
REVIEW: JESUS AND KING.—Matt. 
71-9, 15, 16. 

GoLDEN TExtT—Hosanna to the son of David; Blessed is he 
that cometh in the name of the Lord; Hosanna in the highest.— 
Matt. 21:9. 

(Tell the children the story of the lesson.) 

The principle point in this lesson is the overcoming of stubborness, 
and the establishment of meekness, persistency and endurance in the 
consciousness. ‘This is what Jesus was showing the people by riding 
the ass through the streets. This was his entrance into the “City of 


_ Peace,” and it is also assurance of our entrance into the same city, 


when we have established these qualities in mind. Then all the multi- 
tudes will recognize us as one who comes in the name of the Lord. 
(Let the time generally given to questions and answers, be taken 
up with a discussion of the previous lessons for the quarter. ) 
HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssON—The resurrecting 
power of the Christ lifts me into newness of life. 


FOURTH QUARTER 
Lesson |, SUNDAY, OcToBER 5, 1919. 


JOHN AND PETER BECOME DISCIPLES OF JESUS. 
—John 1 :29-42. 
GOoLDEN TEXT—Jesus saith unto him, Follow me.—John | :43. 
(Tell the children the story of the lesson.) 

Our lesson today is about John and Peter, (love and faith) and 
how they became disciples of Jesus. Has it ever occurred to you that 
we are calling our disciples today, just as Jesus did on this day long 
ago? John and Peter are waiting to follow and serve us, if we will 
only call them. Let us call upon Love to abide with us; to keep us 
gentle and sweet and patient, and to guard our thoughts and words. 
Let us ask Faith to dwell with us that we may never doubt; that we 
may see back of every appearance the reality, and know that only 
the Good is true. Say to these disciples now the words of Jesus: 
“Follow me.” 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

Explain in your own words what benefits you would receive 
through calling John and Peter to be your disciples. 5 

What is it to be baptized? To be cleansed and purified in mind 
that we may behold the “Lamb of God.” 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsSSON—‘‘Love and Faith 
are my willing disciples, and Christ is my Leader.” 
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WEE WISDOM 


Without an eye, ten cows I saw, 
And nine without a tail; 

Six had no head, of eight one-half 
Remained down in the vale. 
Now tell me please, how many kine 
Did I see on this walk of mine? 


WORD SQUARE 
La? 


I 
F 
E 


(3) PIED NATIONS 


(Contributed by Helen Packer) 


RMACIEA — MUIBLEG — RECFNA — FIRACA — 
YATLI — LAWSE 
(4) Complete I am an emotion of happiness. My first is a bird, 
my next is nothing, and my last is sometimes used as a vowel. What 
am I? 
e 
d SOLUTION TO LAST MONTH'S PUZZLE 
Hidden in the upper branches of the Tree of Life were the 
th fruits: Health, Harmony, Peace, Faith, Wisdom and Truth, and 


on its trunk Love and Joy were hidden. 
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WATERMELONS AND THINGS 


For some weeks past the attention of the family, as well as that 
of our immediate neighbors and friends, has been centered on the 
watermelon patch. The usual greeting of “Grandfather Moore”’ as he 
drives down to get the paper is typical: 

““Mornin’,” he will call cheerily, “Melons doin’ tol’able well, 
ain't they? Fer’s I kin see from the road, looks like they’s two or three 
big ones about ready.” 

And for about two weeks now they have been ready—absolutely 
ready. Since we were just as ready as the melons, you can imagine 
what a perfect combination it has been. 

Have you ever, by any chance, gone out before “sun up” and 
picked a melon all covered with dew? If you haven't, there is no 
use trying to tell you about it. If you have, and happened to stub 
your toe or something, coming down the path, so that the melon just 
naturally “busted wide open’’ and had to be consumed right there— 
if you have I say—then you know what son means when he says 
there’s nothing like it. 

We haven’t been so busy eating that we failed to see the fields of 
yellow golden-rod and black-eyed-susans. We have stopped, too, and 
watched the cosmos and astors swaying in the breeze. Every season 
has its own joy and beauty. In the fall it has always seemed to me 
that the world is ripe. Over all the fields and roads there is a soft haze 
which may be the very stuff of which dreams are made. We are 
thankful indeed for the beauty of this world of ours, but we are most 
thankful, I think, for the ability to see and enjoy it. 

Of what use would it all be—the harmony of color in the flowers, 
the water flowing over stones, the touch of the night breeze or the 
steady lustre of the evening star, if we could not see and love it? 

We have discovered, and I am sure you must have too, that the 
more we love and enjoy the things of beauty around us, the more of 
them we see to enjoy. If you haven’t tried it, do. It’s not at all a 
bad sort of game to play. 
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NIGHT TIME 


SONG 


THE WAVELET'S GOOD-NIGHT 
Mary BrREWERTON DE WITT 


Down on the sand, where all is sea, 
A little wave crept up to me; 
“Say to the boys and girls,” he said, 
“The sun is setting overhead. 


“Tell them good-night; for I must go, 
Back to my Father-Ocean,” so— 
He waved a tiny hand of foam, 

_And flowed back to his watery home. 


But ere he went, he said to me, 
“There are great ships upon the sea; 
Tell your friends, give thanks and pray,” 
Thus did the bonny wavelet say. 


“Tell boys and girls they have a nest, 
With mother, father, it is best; 
Then, good-night, all, the day is done, 


Make ready for the morrow s sun.” 
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